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infinitude. But what amazed me was that the girls were
ordinary girls who could applaud and laugh at a joke The
ordinary on the lap of the extraordinary! They appeared to
be mostly Anglo/Indians of good parentage. These, as I
found later, form the bulk of students in Darjeeling. They
are sent there to study out of the heat, and I am told that the
standard of education is surprisingly high.
One of the things to do in Darjeeling is to see the sun rise
on Mount Everest. In order to do this you have to mount a
pony or enter a rickshaw at 2 a.m. and set out for an eminence
called Tiger Hill. I did this and will never forget the ex/
penence. Up there the morning air bites. My companion
asked me as I shivered in the elevated gloom if I would like
some hot coffee. I certainly would. It went down like
nectar. Never did coffee stimulate as that coffee did. My
shivers disappeared and the crouching figures around me
became Grecian urns of beauty.
Chained ponies plucked at the grudging grass; frail winds
teased the shadowy forest We seemed isolated in a dark sky,
no sign of the sunrise. But I rejoiced; a curious tide of peace
had invaded me. I even told a joke.
"There was a cinder in that coffee," said my companion
with a sly smile!
Then came the sun sprinkling the hills with shafts of light.
Great splays of radiance rise as its heralds; brighter and
brighter grow the mountain masses; lower and lower sink
the shadows until finally in a burst of splendour the gigantic
pearl/like sun appears.
I looked behind. Mount Everest was like a frail ivory
finger far away across leagues of mountain peaks. What a
tiny glory it was! It looked about as majestic as a blade of
grass But the rose of sunrise on it was heavenly. So wan and
yet so glorious, a jewel lost in a primeval tumult.
That was all. We had seen what the whole world wants
to sefr~a flick of beauty in an age of drabness. The mists
rose slowly and took up their appointed places on the